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L STORY—BY JEANNE MARIE,
Bra, by Dr. Edwin A, Atlee.

T auslital for the

[t i« ono of the purest surprises, when, on the
way toan hovorable aim, we meat with one
wiinm we ean esteem and love, and in this
. certuinty of agreement whiclh
till then we hiad riltlll‘-_l' doubted. s?eh sym-
puthizing opeaness builds @ firm bridge over
the l!“-,l.-“t, chasm that =e l‘raw t‘wo persons.
Frika folt this. Wonderful indeed it was, that
A\driau Yabored with her to aid in lm:-!\kin up
4 connection that might be called akin to hers
with him. if such in reality existed, an‘d by the
rupture of hig Lrother's bond they obviated the
weaving of @ similar one. In this ste ,Im!lr-
ever. they went hand in hand, and this satis-
fied Friks, - e thinks honorably.”" thought
e it conld not be otherwise.  But men are
uot alike, and the laws that are of foree with
wome have no importance with others.”

CIf Adrian's—if your brother's advice has
poen of no avail” said she to Edmund, ** mine
will hardly have influence with you. It must
be that his has had weight.”

Edmund had not time to answer. Count
Fisheim entered the room, and Erika, as was
Jor custom, rend her father's thoughts in his
fuee and, with emotion, asked what had dis-
ieted him.

«Nothing particular,” Eisheim answered,
suly, to-morrow very early I must go to Fs-
shen. There have been robberies of wood com-
witted, and some of my people on duty of
watching have suffered considerable injury.
Lorentz iv said to have received a mortal
wound. A master's eye must see to what is
right there, and his regulating hand interfere

Heavens ! cried Erika, © and must you go
#o abruptly ?

B not uneasy,” answered the Count, smi-
linz | go alone, to return soon and take
thoe, if then it shall be thy wish. 1 cannot de-
<re it of thee, and indeed find it in no wise
sitable for thee to leave thy acquaintances
here, without bidding them farewell, 1 think
it best fur thee to go, a short time, to thy pa-
troness

Frika showed no ohjection, and did not in-
sist on accompanying her father, though she
Souldghot aecount for the ground of her com-

diance

: Fdimimd, who was a mute witness of this
conversation, believed that now would he a
suitahle moment to recommend himself. The
Connt was oceupied with a new idea, and cau-
tiously asked the paionter if he had a desire to
axamine the old Rembrandts in Eschen Palace,
sud would go with him there.

“You know | wanted your advies, dear Miil-
ler. and if you have no ties here, then ™

“Go," suid Erika, interrupting the Count ;

accompany my father. In Ewﬁmu you will
hayd time to colleet yourself, and
brgther will approve of your absence.”

Flmund's soul was filled with bitterness. It
was equal to him whither he went. He bowed
nssent. though tears filled hin eyes.

“Are you aoman 7 said Erika.

The Count understood nothing of this

To.morrow, at eight o'clock,” added he.
[ will come,” Edmund forced himself to say.

“Only be firm,” said Erika: and they sepa-
rated

Count Eisheim, desiring the necessary expla-
nition, obtained it.

Edmund found his brother hurriedly pacing
L room.

“1 have been waiting for you here, to tell
thee that T go to-morrow, very early, to Rosen-
lof, to bring Lucie home. Mother is sick, and
needs 4 female attendant.”

“And I go with Count Eisheim, to Fschen,”
answered Kdmund,  But his voiee trembled as
much as Adrian’s was firm.

1 “1 am glad thou bast a mind to tear thyself
(e

“ Krika also advised me to the journey. She
thinks as thon dost, Adrian.”

“ And she is right.”

But he spoke in n low tone, and Edmund
left without bidding adien.”
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AN UNEXPECTED MEETING,
Duke Reichsfeld was one of those parents
whe believe that their children will never come
of nge, and whether they have the good or ill
luck to possess such a son s Hyppolith, think
thut no good comes of anxious solicitude for
this muture growth. Such was the Duke's
thought, on the night when, to honor his dar-
ling, he Liad got up the geand festival : and this
son was suddenly missed, and not anywhere to
he found.  Quick as lightning the news spread
that the young Prinee had disappeared © and
the company, in great alarm, suddenly hroke
ll‘l
Reichafelll, full of doubits, ran to and fro in
the splendid rooms, now loft empty as by a
magie spell, and asked every gilest going in or
out, whoen and how they hud last seen his son,
Even Adrrn's intelligence waus incom t to
calm the old noldeman,  He spent the night
under the most sorrowfil imaginings and most
exviting expectations ; and at Hyppolith's re-
turn, next morning, he found his father, with
distorted festares, yuite averpowered, hut! SOOI
Ly his well-known voice encouraged him to b
plensed with all ll_m world,  The reproaches
wod endearments with which he was altomately
greeted, did not disturb him.  He found it only
Imnfu\ by & natural stap of in noe, to
inve causod go great an uprosr, but mmﬂy
gave himsalf eradit for an intention to go more
pridently to work in future, and to choose a
;u-a_rn fisorable time for his exenrsion to Rosen-
lII*'I lhis time, however, did not come; for
Hyppolith saw himself restricted and watched
:r: all his steps, however evasive they might be,
0 the ane hand, the sharp lookout of Adrian
:"\"h*':w-rl for o moment; on the other, he
T:«ﬂ-:ur l'-.r-.ant by the unxiety of his father.
o . was ndded, that despite his hodily
Eth and iron nerves, the uenoes of
;hlr: night under Lucie's window were not un-
\-T t by him; and for a day or two the stron
]nun_g Man was prostrated hy a severe eold.
oceit was not in Hyppolith's character, and
Just us little patience’; but now, when he was
chained to innetivity, and feared that after his
:fl\cotury he should be followed and watched at
1,':‘“ step, he suddenly hit upon @ plan of de-
!‘-"an‘e from sluw'ry and, ns soon a8 it was
'Ek_‘w!ofl. he Imm.g- how to hrriug it to an issue.
. jrunnrsu-nt. eomfiding, and happy that his son
. ka taste for the plansures of the world,
wi; h'-‘ Reichsfeld coincided with Hyppolith's
‘m"'- and the sleigh-ride to Rosenhof was
['h" ;‘d. the Dake naturally concluding that
"“u-::'vlmnn;;lr shosd 250 gy s Sy
Hypporg . Ything for a large eompany.
T ¥4y 0 the village, two miln e
] g o e s n st
Wi commissions,
:.":' fuecead jp seeing his lon whh.dl-.;o:'n:'.:
i Coucerting an o
Ithout ohtuining admittance i -
:‘:':Kl'- house he mh.fd, li':,‘oﬂr‘:“iﬂ::l
-nouf&":.*ﬂ'“’,,:,""“'* and he feared lest he
are h:l 00 hasty an advance. He

of the world, far from continued annoyance,
live only to love

But she answered him:

“1 cannot, dare not, fullow thee—I have
given my word to Adrian.  Since it gives thee
pain, lat us not see ench other again. Give me
up, H_\rpwlilli. and fulfil thy duty.’ .

“1 give thee up—not sce thee ugain ! wrote
Hyppolith.  “ Thou canst never desire [llm It
has no meaning. Take courage, Lucie: thy
conscience may feel . since thou dost not
broak thy word to Adrian when | obstinately
demand admittance to thee, und I have prom-
ised him nothing. 1 will, | must see thee. My
prtienee is exhausted. Let me onee lu!ld thee
to my heart, and 1 will be strong to resist fate.
Have compassion on me.” )

Lucie had hardly time to read these lines
hrought by Hedwig, when the door flew open,
and the writer himself, in passionate haste, fol-
lowed.

“ Compassion 1 gried he, falling at her feet.
“Compassion. | will endure this life no longer.
Thou art my light, my breath: I am lost with-
out thee. Luecte, hast thou no word, no single
word, for me "

Lucie lay weeping in Hedwig's arms. Her
resistance was overcome, her strength forsook
her.

“ Hyppplith,” stammered she. “thou wilt
ruin us both. Let me die alone: | have a wish
to die. Only free thyself”

“ And what danger threatens me bere—here
at thy feet? Here all earth is mine, here
nothing can harm me. O, [ feel myself so
powerful, so superbumanly strong, that I could
contend with the powers of heaven and hell

“The people in the house will hear thee, will
betray thee, and thou canst not dare to come
Agnin.

“1 will not come again to this hiding-place,
skulking as il our love, honorable and pure,
shunned the light of the world. | will take
thee with me, and before all who hear me will
I proclaim thee as my bride.  Yes, Lucie, thou
shalt be mine, remuin mine, even if heaven
und earth had sworn opposition.”

“Stop! 7 suddenly t!mndon!d a voice that
made the blood ef Hyppolith and Lueie cardle.
* Leave my sister (ree. Prince Hyppolith. And
dost thou thus keep thy word, Lucie?”

Adrian, who was never known to be in a
tumult of passion. stood serious and austere, as
if soulptured in bronze, a terrible judge before
them. Ashamed and hombled, Lucie's eyes
fell hefore the glance of her brother's; while
Hyppolith, in bold posture, turning to his
friend, said:

“Hear me, Adrian, ere thou condemnest

“1 know enough in order to act.  Hyppo-
lith, you have scorned the entreaties of your
friends. have not regarded the well-aneant conn-
sels of an older man, have not spared the rep-
utation of an innocent maiden.”

* Enough!" eried Hyppolith. “This is the
first time that I have eutered the honse—but a
fow moments have | heen at her feet”

Adrian’s features brightened. A noble res-
olution sat on his unclonded brow. He stood
proudly erect, and with firm voice answered—

“I helieve you, Hyppolith, and thank you for
the forbearance vou have manifested toward
my sister, whom from this time forth thou wile
leave sacred and untouched. Up to this mo-
ment you deemed Lucie free. and therefore he-
lieved you might venture to take her by storm :
and ti{! now | thought it advisable to conceal
the secret which | am forced to make known
as o wall against your impetuous proceedings.
You believed Lucie to be free, wora confident
of her love, hoped to possess her ; and I must,
with one stroke, annihilate your hopes.  Lucie
is the bride of another.”

\ “Lueie the bride of another! " eried Hyppo-
ith.

With eager attention both Lucie and he fol-
lowed these words of Adrian : at the eonelu-
sion of which, the maiden uttered a loud, piere-
ing shrick, and fell into Hedwig's amus, who
was present as the unnoticed witness of the
scene, and supported the sinking one,

“This is n shameful cheat,” eried Hyppaolith.

“ Moderate your words, your His}mm.‘! con-
tinued Adrian, ealmly. * Lucie is from this
hour the affianced of & man whom you respect.
for whom you feel {riendship, whose endeavor
it has been to confirm this respect, to merit
this friendship.”

1 know not one for whom I have these feel-
ings but thee, and thou art '

“Not Lueie’s brother, but her betrothed,
who is nearer, and who trembles no less for
her honor : who will be no less careful to guard
her from any treachery.”

“Lucie not thy sister!” asked Hyppolith,
frantic in look and tone, and hurriedly running
his hand through his long black hair.  “Thou
her betrothed! Have I another head? Adrian,
it whirls most fearfully.”

“Will your Highness hear me?” continued
Adrian, dismissing Hedwig with n gign, “ And
thou, Lucie, rise up, look mto my eyes, and be
firm, [t is the last will of my father which 1
reveal. He gave it in charge to me not to hreak
the seal till the right hopr. This hour is come,
which s to decide all the future for us; there-
fore truth demands it.”

Lucie leaned her foce, tear-bedewed and
pale. on the cushion of the sofa, before which
she had sunk on her knees, Hyppolith stood
motionless, his looks staringly ﬁngun the floor,
and, though at rest, was a wild, frantic, sor-
rowful picture.

“The history is short, Lucie. My father
found thee in the wilderness, pining, freezing—
 new-born habe, wrapped in rags—and took
thee with him. When he brought thee home.
be found confusion and afiliction reigning
there. Mother lay unconseions upon her hed
of sorrow, and a dead child in ber arms.  As
vet she knew not her fate—accident saved her
from this pang.  Father laid the strange child
in her arms ;. and when she awoke from the
state of stapor, there smiled on her from thy
eyes a lifo of joy. The deception remained
concealed from mother until this duy  She
loved the stranger child as her own. [ alone
shared father's seeret ; and his command, not
to inform mother of it till necessary, 1 have
held saered. A selfreproach tormented her,
and mude her fear the punishment of God,
and in the death of her own child acknowl.
edged the ,]‘utt. sentence of the Lord.  There
are fixed idens that may poison the life, not
only of an individual, but of his neighbor.
With such a fixed iden mother had to confliet.
The thought left her not. that for her own fault
she should lose her children while young, and
that, in the death of the first, the chain of un.
happy circumstances would be riveted. Lueie's
coming here has remained undiscovered. Bt
now is the time to hreak silence, and enter on
Businese ; now, when it is our duty to save her
honor, her peace, and future Jife. | believe 1
have an earlier, greater claim on this maiden
than you, Hyppolith, and declare her my bride.
Saered will be held by a friend, untouched
by o mun of honor. Lucie loves me with sis-
terly affection. This suffices me. [ will seek
to estahlich her happiness.”

Adrian was silent.  So remained Hyppolith,
and nothing was heard but the sohs of Lueie.
But how ditferent was the silence of these twn

men, hoth contending with the most powerful

fueling:l In Adrian’s lil;l::la there was an im-

posing dignity, n power f-eontrol; in H
'th‘a dﬂhl was inent. Thus th Itglﬁ

or & few minutes fuce to face. Then

lith violently tore himsolf away ; and without

word hurried out of the door,

and in a few
W" bicel mil::." m.d Lucie, press-
ing“hu han t:;u her hcs{.tl..ﬁ;!t :-::lald bm;; |
raising her up.  “God will help ”
A l;;i'ml].

When Erika awoke on the morning follow-

ing the theatre evening, she heard her father
busied in his room, J.drhad to go
over to him. A look from the window econ-
vinoed her of the reslity of his early journey.
The carringe the and
Frederie on the step, & pair of wine

hehind. alone, smong people (uite strangerd to
me! Whenece was my obedience, vesterday—
whenee my nequiescence!  Away at once to
him, to Leg that he will take me with Lim
But theu we may never come back here—and
why?'

Erika still stood lingering at her fathor's
door. for the first time in her life wavering and
uneertain, when Hllddl'tll_\' Fdmund ecame up
stairs,

* He remains fixed,” thonght Erikn : “ [ will
be #0 too.” And after a hearty “ good morn-
ing”" both entered the Count's chamber,

Fishein was waiting. He was used to pune-
tuality : and there was little time left for Erika
to plan, much less to act, the futher seemed so
urgent. Her altered resolution was not agree-
abile to him ; he liked no delay in his business :
and Erika gave up her husty resolution, The
carriage was ready. the Count embraced his
daughter, and the painter’s sorrowful face told
how hard it was for him to take his leave.
Both men stepped in, and as soon as Erika
found herself alone, and no longer heard the
rattling of the travelling coach, she felt =
strange anxiety of mind. s if’ she had lost her
father furever, and, spreading her arms to-
wards him, burst into tears.  She did not un-
derstand herself, aceused herself of having
heen unjuet to her father. of having requited
hi= {rankness with dissimulation, his goodness
with ingratitude. She could have run after
him, clung to the wheels that bore him along,
to entreat him to take her with him. Her
feelings rose to such a height, that she feared
she must die from anxiety if she romained
longer alone: and wrapping herself in her fur
cloak, and drawing her warm hood deep over
hier face, 5o that no person should know her,
shie determined to go to the Minister's lady

[To BE coNTINUED.|

ISCARIOT CHURCH.

Call, eall a matehless architect,

And #re his bronst with praise and gold ;
Bid bim with piereing oyes inspoel

All shrines and temples, now and okl
Mote and displaee, for many o rood,

The socinl hearth or frosh groen sod,
And eaise, of costlivst stone and wod,

Man's nolilest work-—a novse ror Gon

Let noxt n stolod and solemn train
Move paeing up the spacious nisle,
And =et apart from things profane,
With lofty rites, the gorgeous pile.
Lo, there the grave chief shopherd stands
And asks of His who rules above
To bless the gift of mortal hands,
This fruit of Christian faith and love

Bring now that quick, loud auctionooer,
Made keen by practiee, rich by foes,
Anid let rejoicing demons hear
Yorr gospel taught in words like these
" Who buys geod seats with sing forgiven ’
Who senrns the poor, hut longs for graee?
Who bids for an exclusive’s heaven *
The weightiest purse, the forcmost place !

tio, summon Iast an ologuent priest,
One fit to prench whero swel mon pray
Full prompt to spread a goodly foast
Of saered things for all who—pay
Lot Aim tatk much of right and wrong,
Hope, judgment, truth, in tones most swool,
The worldliest of o worldly throng
Beuory Iscartor’s Covgow conpLETE’

The above lines we find in the Kntckerbocker
They are from the pen of Rev. James Gilhorn
Lyons, of Philadelphia. They doubtless “mean
somethingy’ as the Knickerbocker observes’ As
a fitting contryst to them, we heg leave to pre-
sent the following.

For the National Era.
THE FREE CHURCH.

Lines addressed ta the Fre Chirch 1vor "'["}’J‘“"l' i
Bracken connty, Kentweky, Py
is @ member of the same Chrel

Wo sre in truth o little band |
We are indeed but few |

Hut then the clasp of every hand
I wirm and true

There ix a secret golden chain,
That binds us to ench other,
While ench ono sponks i kindly word
Unto his hrother.

Dark the eloud around may hover,
Shedding a glocmy pall;

Hate may pour upon us over
Tta hitterest gall,

Rut we'll cling unto each other
Closor in each darkening hour

Nor will we forget onr brother,
Whilst ‘nenth its power

Wouldst thou know tho chain that hinds e’
Wouldst thou hear its name,

That in the darkest hour finds us
Stin, still the same *

"Tis a gracious hoon that's given,
PPare wnd holy, from above,
To guide ns on our way to Honven

L. P H
Bracken County. Ky, June 16, 1852,

DEMOCRACY OF SCIENCE. - No b

BY JOSTAN NOLBROOK.

"Tis Josus' love

The straight line, equilateral triangle, squara,
and eirele, arethe “ Avpuaseror Mecuanism ™
Made, combined. divided, applied, and enrried
ont to their full extent, they embrace the arehi.
tecture of the hesvens and of the earth, of the
Creator of human beings, birds, insects, and
myriads of animated things too small for hu-
man vision.

The elements of mechanism are not only
as widesprend ns the universe of matter, hut
they are used by every human being in every
motion snd every net during his whole life,
The cutting of our food is a mechanical act, ex-
hibiting great diversity of skill in different in-
dividoals.

Ax the elements of mechanism are
over the entire universe, and in constant use
by every human being, and myrinds of beings
not human, “Tur Democracy or Sciexce’’
requires that a knowledge of these elements
should be universally diffused. :{' the infinite
wisdom and boundless goodness of the Creator,
these olements, like the elementa of all practi-
enl science, are, above everything else, fitted
to employ young hands, interest young minds,
und ennoble young hearts. The alphabet, the
combination, and the applieation of form, of
mechanism, are hence among the very “ Finer
Lessoxs  to ba provided for the young, whether
at school or at home. By a slate and peneil
for their instruments, and & fow nin_nﬁle gures
for their copies. the youngest pupils become
“spLy-iNsTRUCTORS ' in aequiring the elements
of all knowledge ' :

As they advance in knowledge and skill,
every step of progress hocomes easier, stronger,
more delighttul, than the one preceding it.
This whole subject is strongly snd besutifully
exhibited in Baron Cuvier, whose veries
formed & new ers in the history of soience.
While engaged in hi:!‘:l:. resenrches and won-
derful developments fection, lﬁnﬂl’y
and harmony of all emﬁ things, he often
ith peculiar satisfaction to the cir-

cumstance that when a very little boy his
mother en him in drawing (MECHAX-
1531) and the stady of objects around him, To

this single circumstance the whole world is
inde for some of the most striking exhibi-
bitions of the glorious and unfathomable per-
feetions of Him who * wei the mountains
in wealos and the hills in a balance.” ;
Juvenile products of mechanism furnish

pthbi e T
Y
sad country

i, fumity
pupil, e

papil and
fumily, school and school, city snd
country. Sach
y done much for the
Ahdquhq“mﬁuu

yorrg lady who

thousand pieces of mechanism were receivedin
W :u-hihflun from the schools of Now York. to
be distributed hy Membarsof Congress and For-
eign Ministers to various parts of this country,
and to some parts of otl‘:er countries.  From
the same schools, throngh similar  medinms,
many thousand specimens bave Leen distribiu.
ted within o few years In return, many
heautdul specimens of juvenile skill have been
sent from the young hands and generons hearts
in our National Metrl;'l%’lis to kindred spirits
in the Empire City. ia plan of production
and reciprocation, aided by the public press
and publie functionaries, now enlisted hoth by
plt‘rmlﬂ? and _obligatiun. for ='llhun1']l|g the
work, most surely tends, not to the consolidation
but diffusion of knowledge : not to the despot-
ism but democracy of science, of wenlth, of
government, of celigion, of all human hlessings

From the Friend of Youih
WHY THE FATHER BEGAN TO DRINK, AND
WHY HE LEFT OFF DRINKING.
BY MARY IRVING
PART L.

“What is the matter, Charley. hoy '
a young lady to a litle o throe-year old
who eame crying into the or, where she sat
sewing, holding his twe chubby hands against
his head. *What is the matter ! There, le
a littla man! Doo’t ery so! Hush up, and
tell sister what hurt Charley ”

“Charley fall down—bump bend ! 7 wobiled
the little fellow, leaning the  bumped head”
on his sister’s lup.

“Oh, Charley mustn't mind that! See.
Charley is sister Margaret's hrave hoy, and
brave boys don’t ery when they hurt their
heads! There, let sister kiss it, and make it
well!  Now, isn't it better !

~he wi his tear-sprinkled face with her
handkerchief, alter she had glven the healing
kiss, and shaking her finger roguishly at Char-
ley, surprised him into a laugh. He slid down,
and ran off to his play. But he did not play
long. He grew tired of his marbles, and rolled
them away from him into the farthest corner
of the nursery. Then he lay down on the floor,
and shut his eyes. His nurse, secing that he
was very sleepy, took him up, and lnid him on
his orib-bed.

Margaret sat in the parlor, sewing, very
happily. She was thinking what a sweet little
hrut?:rr she had—what u “wellspring of
pleasure ' in the great house, the dear laugh-
mg boy was. Her mother had died when
Charley was a very little baby. und Margaret
had ever since taken a mother’s care of him
She did not, however, Jove him #o very much as
his father did. He coul ! searcely bear to have
Charley out of his sight for a moment, when he
was in the house, Frha boy seemed to o the
only thing that bhad comforted hun after the
ioss of his dearly-loved wife. He had three
affectionate girls; but he did not love them, all
together, so mueh s he loved his idol Charley's
little finger. They were not envious of their
brother; for they, too, loved him. Who does
not pet a pretty baby—especially a motherless
baby ?

The alabaster clock on the marble muntel-
piece rung for twelve, just as two girls came
skipping in. fresh from school.  They peeped
in upon their sister. and ran away to hang up
their white sun-honnets

“Where's ‘bubhy,’ sister T said the oldest
one, who was about nine years old.

“Hush ! you mustn’t make & noise, or you'll
wake bhim up.  He has just gone to sloep.”

A quick, impatient ring at the door an-
founced their father, who alwaye came home
from his store to an early dinuer with his chil-

said

spoke bitterly against the almighty, irresistible
Power which had taken, s second time, his
denrsst treasure on the earth. Oh, if he had
but thought, as Margaret thought, when she
leuned over the sweet, still face, hall Llinded
by her tears, to take a last look, that Charley
was not there, to be shut aw ay from lllu.l.l'
sight, and laid in the ground—that A¢ had gone
to be with his dear, blessed mamma in heaven—
if he had thought thus, perhaps he would have |
bowed his head, and prayed, © God« will be
done '™

But he did not pray thos,  He was not wil-
ling that God's willl shiould he done. His own
will would have been. to have kept his precious
Chnrley with him: to have frolicked with him.
|n’|.lml him, and ‘x‘rha;m gpoiled him for that
wappy world,  He felt as though the great
Father in heaven was his enemy, and had done
him all the evil in His Imwr‘r' He said, bit-

ter [\'—-
1 care for nothing, now. There is nothing |
worth  living  for! Fate—you may eall it|

Provideoce ™ if you will, Margaret—has done
its worst! | have nothing more to hope for or
fear in this life!

Poor man! his heart threw away, as it seem-
ed, all his dear girls, who loved him 0 much,
and would o willingly huve comforted him!
He would not stay to e comforted by them
He coulll not find comfort anywhere, with his
rebellious heart.  So he lril‘d.lu fmgel his sur-
rows. He hegan to drink a great deal of wine,
and sometimoes aven stronger drink @ until. in
less thun o year, the once highly-respected, the
talented My, L—— hore the name of a dronk-
ard, He was not yet o common sot. wallowing
about the streets and gutters; but he seemed
on the high road to thut state, He still ket |
up some appearances of respectability, and did
not beat his children—only seolded them when
he was intoxicated.  But even the youngest of
them soon saw that o great change hwrt"'lm'
over their papa and their dear home.

PART 11

“minter,” said Rose to :\1:1["-_.:,-"1-1‘ one dav,
“ plense, why won't you buy me that muslin
dress for examination !

* My dear,” said Margaret, sadly. “1 have
no money for new dresses now.”

“But why don’t pa give you some, like he
used to !

“ As he used to, my dear, you should say

“Yes, what makes pa so eross and eorious '
suid little Abby, coming up to them. *The
other day e made me sit up in his lap, and
drink some of that had medicine Lo drinks all
tho time. 1 didn’t like it & bit.  Then, by and
hy, he pushed me right away, nnd let me fall |
on the tloor, and told me to go I|lll\g off wnd
let him alone.  Margie, what ails pa?’ |

Margaret had stopped the fine stitehing |
which she Lad heen holding close to her eyes,
and had leaned her face on her hand.
and Alby were r-.lll'[l]'l!!l'l‘ to sce tears fHlowmng |
down her cheeks, They had never seen her
ary before, except after mother and little Char- |
ley died.  They fult like erying, too, from sym-
rulhy: and little Abby threw her arms around
her neck, and hogged her with all her Litde
might, to eoax her * not to feel so bad.”

Margaret very soon wiped her eyes, lifted
lier head, and looked kindly on them.

‘I eannot tall you now, dear children,” «he
said, faintly. “Go to school. he good girls,
and to-night you shall go with me to hear
lecture ; and perhaps you will find out what is
the matter with our poor dear papa!”

Rose and Abhy went away wondering. and
wondered on until evening.  Then, their sister
dressed them in their Sunday frocks and hon-
nets, and took them out with her, to a large
Hall, which they found erowded almost to over-

Rose |

dren.
“ Where's Charley 7 was his first question,
too, when he came into the parlor.

“He is taking a little nap, father,” said Mar
garet, cheerfully. .

“ Whew ' what did you let him go to sleep
jnst now, fur?  You know | always want him
to frolic with, when 1 come in from my busi-
ness! I« he sick *" he added, with a suddenly
changed tone,

“(h, no, father ; he was only sleepy a little
enrlier than usual, and T thought [ wouldn’t
try to ]:enp him awake.”

“1 don't like it at all” said the father,
throwing a discontented glanee o his two little

irla wﬁn had drawn s near him as they

ared, and were looking lovingly into his face,

“ (o and get ready for dinver, children,” he
said, noticing that their curly heads were tum-
bled.

When he sat down at the dinner table, the
sight of the little plate at his right hand, with
a spoon in it, & mug Lefore it and n high ehair
hehind it, secmed to take away all his nplwﬁb‘.

“Margaret, I'in going to wake up that hoy !
he said, rising from his seat.

“0l, why. father? 1 woulda't!”

“[t is nonsense to have him going to sleep
this hour—the only one, batween morning and
night. in which | can see him! Besides, | am
afraid he is sick.”

So the father went into the nursery, and
Marguret followed him, half amused, half pro-
voked, at what she thought his needless anx-
iety.

%he blinds had Leen shut, so that the large
room was almost dark.  The lather lifted up n
lace fly-net, which fell in graceful folds around
the erib, and looked at the child silently for o
moment, He had not the roses on his chiecks
that had Leen in bloom there an Liour before :
he lay, with one round arm over his hiead, still
and pale, with heavy, dark purple cireles
around his half-shut eyes,

“This child is sick, Margaret!" suid her
father, tremulously.

“Heo was well hall an hour ago,” whispered
Margaret, doubtfully.

“ Charley, my darling ' wake up!" said his
father, gently kissing his hot fmaﬁeml,
Charley did not move, nor open his eyes. He
breathed quickly and ntmge]{.

“Charley, my boy! Charley!” cried the
fisther. shakin g him, to arouse him

The child just moved his eyelids, with a
murmur of pain, and then settled back into
that strange stupor of sleep

“8end for De. H——, Macgaret " exelnimed
the father, huskily, eatching up the child in
his arms.

Rose and AbLby, the two little sisters, ran all
the way to the office of Dr. H—, and told
him, us well as their crying would let them, to
“ make haste, sud come that minute, for sweet
little brother was very sick!”

Dr. came immediately, and shook his
hend with sad surprise, when he saw the little

slecper.

"gll: has had some full! ™ he said.

 He has never hiad a hard full!” answered
Margaret. * This morning, he just tripped bis
foot, and full over on the floor ; that eould not
huve hart him, could it. doctor ! )
“ That is the canse '’ said the doetor, seri-

“But, doctor, he was at his play again in
five minutes' "’ ! '
“The fall has produced congestion of the
brain, T fear,” said the physician, in a low tone,
an he turned, with & sigh, to the almost useloss
task of writing a sription.  He had known
the dear child from his birth, and saw very well
how the happiness of the fsmily wax bound up
in his life. \
Medicines were brought and tried, to no
pu . Other doctors were called ; but none
dmmdllvukeu the boy from that leth-

. althongh did all that human skill
:ﬁl do. Sweet Charley nover woke in this
world again. He lay several days in this stu-

. never roviving #0 far a3 to know his
ﬁu’n fisee, which znl. over “n'l‘;‘:’hh?e:i
haggard aod wild wi ¥- @
into » aleep—n m from which no

:ﬁmwilhnnmum;

| elling companions ; and they startled jom. ns

rioting and swearing.  Some were tipped hack

in their chairs, with their feet higher than their |
heads; others were tossing their arms ahout
laughing shrilly, making most foolish speeches. |
or using great, swelling oaths: some were drink- |
ing the last dregs of the empty bottles thut |
strewed the talile. One, o young man. lay, hie-
n‘ll]iillg and stuttering, on :l’|mll|-_-.‘ |-\:|ln-||1'1}' tonr
fur gone to sit up.  Their father did not look
s0 drunk as the rest . but his face was red and
angry, und his breath was tiery with the fumes
of spirit, as he told them to go down into a
certain  cellar—giving  them the key—and
Lring each as many hottles as she conld earry

“Ca-can't yon hr-bring four bottles upicee
ho called alter then

“ Yes, pa,”" Rose ui i, faintly

Az they went dows rs, through the wide
hall, f\li-'-_\" “';!I“p!_"l‘l'tl to her sister—

“Oh, Rose! 1 am afraid Lie'll muke me drink
some more of that poison stuff!  Oh dear!”

“ Ha can't make me ! Roze said, very firm-
ly. ~Don’t you know what the litle girl there
sung '

And bith. who were nccustimed to :-ing]ng
songs together, joned in the chiorus, as they
went slowly from step to step—

* No—no—no—no
I'll never drink any more

The echoes rang throngh the hall, seartling
the house ent, who lay napping on the rug be.
fore the door They did more they reached,
the ears of the father. in the midst of his rev.

nothing  had  startled him  sinee  Charley's
death! 3

How! Was he fallen so low a8 to be re-
proved, tanght, by bis very children—his own
despived. nogleeted little girls?  He leaned his
head on his hands, and tried to clear it from
the mist of drunkenness. He ssemed to hear
his Blessed wife's tone in that clear sound of
singing. 1t was as though the sky had opened
wbove him, and Charley und Charley’s mother
two angels all i white, had looked down on
him, and Widden bim * never deink iy more! ™

I never wall! e y-‘»'lnnl_r i".\L‘.!ﬂll]ln'l_l,
within his heart. aj that moment.  Ho started
up: but, recollecting himself, he sat down, just
as his pale, sad, sorvowful-looking little girls
eame back with their arms i) ot the bottles
he had demanded,  He eould pot ook in their
faces, nor speak to them, but motioned to them
to go ont.  He then uncorked the bottles, and
passed them to his guests excosing himself
from taking any more. He did not touch un-
other drop

That mght he did not sleep an hour. Early
the next morning he went ont. fuund. snd
signed the pledge of Total Abstinence from
“all that ean intoxiente ! ™

Margaret was looking sad, when he came
again to his home,  Poor givl, she saw nothing
Lat roin betore her futher and his whole fam-
ily. He sat down by her side, and n]u;kl‘ 1
her more affectionately than he had done tor
wniths

‘Margaret, my daughtes,” he said, in n
trembling voice, 1 have made w promise,
which, hy God's help, T will keep Gll my dying
day. "’

She looked up. hewildered—nafraid to believe
what she most wished on onrth.

“1 e signied the pledge ! he suid, looking
firmly in her fuee,

“Oh, futher ! she began, lifted her hnnds,
clisped them together : und turning instantly
awny. she hegan to ery aloud, hike a little ehile

Tose and Abby eame vanning in, with ther
sehool bonnets on their heads, ready to go ot
They did not know what to make of their quiet,
saber sister’s unaccountable hehaviour

They had not much time for wondering ; for
their futher, with a look of love in his face that
had never fallen on them bofore, caught them

flowing with people.

A gentleman soon got up, and began talking
very carnestly to the people.  Rose and Abby
listened very eagerly. but could not henr much
at first, the ]n.tnple kept lnughing so often, and

then stamping with their feot: while others,
though only a few, tried to hiss, At laet, the
crowd heeame more silent ; the leeturer hegan
to imitate s poor drunken man, staggering
about the stage, talking thick, and stuttering,
till he seemed more like a beast than a homan
being ; then suddenly he straightened himself
up, and turning his eyes full on his audience,
exclaimed —

“Who, that can be a man, will make him-
sell o brute like that /A brute like men who
are stumbling about your own city streets, just
for the sake of the drink that is deadly fire to
the hody and to the soul!  Don't say to your-
selves, 1 don't drink vulgar gin and rum; |
have my wine and brandy!’  Poison—soul-
porson i in both! and he who begins with the
one, in the parlor, may look well to his stops,
lest he end with the other in the gutter!”

Rose and Abby looked timidly around at
their sister.  Margaret had dropped her thick
Black veil over her eyes. They thought they
filt her trembling, and wondered if she could
be erying again, there in meeting, too.  But
they turned their hoads l‘llil'k‘lj\' again, for the
man had hegun to talk to ehildren.

He told them of the good one little child
might do—of the good many children had done,
in eonxing their fathers or hrothers to sign the
Total Abstinence Pledge.  He talked to them
of the dunger they ran, if they ever formed the
habit of tasting the poixon, and begged them
and warned them never w suffer a drop to pass
their lips. ;

After he had finishad, he led a little girl for-
ward on the stage, who was not much larger
than Abby, She was a very sweet winger; liey
voice rang out like o young bird’s, as she sang
u temperance song. [t wis the langange of a
drunkard who is signing the pledge,  Every
vorse ended with these words :

* No—no—ne—no'

11 pever drink xny more’
Whan the last verse was finishod, she made
u pretty courtesy, took her fither's hand, and
wiw lifted off tho stage.  Ruse and Abhy, who
had been holding their breath with delight to
hear her, dropped back into their seats, look-
ing very meaningly at each other.
A number of papers were now prssed around,
one of which Margaret took, and wrote her
pamo upon it. As she lifted har veil, Rose saw
that her cheeks were hurning red.
“What is it, Marge!” she whispered.
“Won't you write my name "
“ Hushli, dear ! not now.”
“ [t was the pledge not to drink wine, or rum,
or anything that has aledhiol in n}d{excepl i n
modicine.) that 1 signed” said Muargaret, as
they turned from the erowded side-walk into a
more quiet strect that led to their home, a fow
minutes after
“Oh, sister | why didn’t yon put our names
down 1"
“ |t was only for those over twelve years of
age ; and neither of you is so old.”
“ But he saud little children ought to be ‘ tem-
perance,’ ” urged Rose. 1 don't ses why he
don't let them write their names too !

“There will be a children’s society, perlmE-,"
snid Marguret, a8 they reached home. She
stopped on the steps, and rang the bell.

'I‘T)‘.m'z say anytling to your father about
this, ' she whispered.

The pext dabbath was a beautiful day of
summer. Rose und Abby went to their Sab-
bath-school class, and to ehurch, and then sat
down at home o read their library books
They eould not rend much, however, there
was such s noise in the room at one side—their
father's parlor. They hiad seen five or six men
go in there, and had seen the maid bring up 8
great many bottles from the collar. They aat
talking sadly with each other, or looking out
of the window for M who wns nway,
having gone to & Bible
“ 0Oh, what wicked men, to laugh so on Sun-
day! " excluimed little Abby.
" Hush , be still, Abby ; pa is ealling us'”
Mr. L—— had rung his bell violently three
iit.::ld had
waited on the band, thinking they whnt
no more wine for & while, |I=d stolen n bottle
herself, nod sneaked off with it under her
Tk s sghbouing e
i u ne ing street.

‘ bin children.

. F

both in his arms, and drawing them to his
heart, oxelnimed—

“ My children! my angels! you have saved
your dsther! "

And, bending his head over them, the strong
man wept s a babo,

“Oh, God forgive me!?
last, brokenly. I have encugh to live for

he excluimed, at
e

LETTER FROM THE SANDWICH ISLANDS,

Makawao Maxy, May 8, 1852,

To the Editor of the National Era

“ The Sandwich Islands as Hu'y are, nof as
they showld be.”  This is the title of a ph-
lot of 18 pages, by Mre. E. M. W. Parkor,
San Franeseo, which now lies belore me, You
muy see it ere this letter reaches you, for 1
suppose the authoress prepared this choice
morcean for her friend= of the United States,
and of the South partculurly, as she is evi
dently partinl to the wotitution of sluvery,
From n sense of tlnl;{ | husten to prepare o
antidote to the bane ; for though [ think that
the grent majority of your readers will oo at
a glanco that no dependence can Le placed on
the necaracy of the statements hoere mnde,
still some may be deceived, and ignorantly
condemn  the missionarics and the people.
There are also found, everywhere, those who
engerly seize and readily swallow anything in
the shape of slunder, howeser gross it may be,
which 1 told of missionaries. [ am not un-
willing, w@reover, to let our friends =ee how
we und our people are sometimes treated
Allow me, then, to muke s few hriel remarks
mlthe said pamphlet ; | will be as brief as pos-
sible,
I find no fuult with the title of the pamph-
lot—" The Sandwich Islands ns they are, not ns
they should be 1 think | could write at least
vighteen pages on this title, and 1 sea no ohjec.
tion to spenking und writing of them in this
style, just as we might write or speak of the
United States. or of the British Islands, as they
are, nat as they showld be.  Who believes that
the United States are wll that they should he!
Who of the missionaries at these islands has
waidd, or hinted, thut the state of things was as
it should Lo ? It is marvellons that any per-
son of reflection should attempt to fix odium
on a degraded pagan nation, beeanse in thirty
years from the commencement of lahors in
their hehalf, it is not elevated to the highest
possible state of Christian civilization. A for-
mer laborer at the islands, writing on the un-
reasonuhle expectutions of muny in regard to
the speedy regeneration of n heathen nation,
employs this forcible language: “ And if in
twenty, or thirty, or furty years, you ean heave
up o nation from the unfathomable depths
and pluce it on 4 firm vnderpinning at the
same altitude with New England society, we
shall stand nghust with apprebension that the
immutable laws of Nature are Lroken, and
that nothing can be told us too strange for be-
liot; and that no fubric of & night vision is so
buseless, but that it may be substantially real.
ined.”
So much for the title of the pamphlet. |
have no objection whatever to the wording.  1f
used, 0w it doubitless is, ne a term of repronch,
in has no foree whatever.
2. The authoress nscertained what the eslands
were in an ineredibly short space of time.  She
touched at Labaing, and wns there u part of
one day—long enough, however, to learn that
colfee grew wild, sod that cotton is indige-
nous—noither of which is true; and o great
many other things, which were all new to me,
At [Honoluly and immediate vicinity she re-
muined a few woeeks; but with her intuitive
skill in sequiring knowledge, she felt herself
competent 1o wnte u pamphlet, *The Sand.
wich Islands as they are.” “The venerable Mr,
Thurston, who has been on the ground tllllz:
twn yuni:uuld shrink from the task of
soribing ¢
vel at

in woman's fuvility in nequiring knowl-
..s.l I can tell you in o short com puss,

She

That pledge was kept—thnt fanily v happy !

islands ua they are. Do you mar- | lands.

maniufacture.  She probali o looked over o file
of the Sandwich Islands Gaszette, the News

| the Times, and the Weekly Argus—papers as

vile and slanderous ns ever issueid from  the
jress manyw here sinee the art of l-rn.T.r.-g W
discovered.

Again: The pamphlet reeks
fulsehoods. There are well nigh as many
gross lies as there are puragraphs
to speeify. fur all is pearly alike. g0 far as de
titution of truth is concerned Think of sucl
statements a8 that the pet plie nre k-'].»l unider
their teachers, * from fear that the missionuries
will pray them to death,” that “ Dy Judd
]luu']:M*-" 17.000 acres of land for ﬁ.t':_\' cents
that “three of the Kingn children “—she (the
Queen) never had but one, which to my knowl-
:,--1;'-v qlu'r_l of sickness at Lahaing, as i went at
onee, and saw the King and Queen, and the
corpse of the child—* disappeared immediately
after their birth ;" were murdered, of course
And of the “ missionaries being supported en-
tively by tho gans of licentionsness™  Suoels
are some of her statements,

3. The slanders of this womun are as erie
as they are false. Indeed, their haseness ix
only exceeded by their want of truth. [u
speaking of the missionaries, sho says—" My
Blood stirs with indignation, as | contemplate
the unhlushing efirontory of these people, who
sendl their whining beggars around the world
nsking alms in Christ's name, to contriliute to
the pleasures of their own nseless oxistonce
She attacks and slanders Mro Judd and his
family by name, puts an infnmeons Talselond
into the mouth of Mr. T. Coan, and has a sling
at the seamen’s chaplain ; slanders the Goy
ernment and the people generally. In a word
the pamphlet 15 a cruel and base attack upon
wen and women, hoth foreign and native, of
whom she knew little or nothing, and who are
qmuﬂ_\' and industriously -iulllg ll“ n their
power for the good of their fellow.men. All
this she does wheve, with a little pains-taking,
sho might have obtained full and accurate in-
formation of the state of things in 1820, and
of the changes which have since taken place

I wm wshinmed, 1 confoss, to sy 50 much in
detence of mysell and missionnry friends from
the attucks of this false and vile woman, for
only u vile and fidse woman eould have peuned
s0 shameless a pamphilet.  But | feel that she
has pot merely attacked us: she bas repronch-
ed the God of missions. who has wrought by
our instrumentality.  Gne would think, from
reading her pages, that not a s
had been made here during the last thirty
years, and notwithstanding  the  immenss
amount of money expended.  Indoed. she ex-
Ill'i'e\-l\' h.i}'n‘. wol that she l];.luk-, ur hrr
opinion, bt says—- The wonderfuul accounts
of revivals and reformations which have reach-
ed them, (the "m-]n!i of the United Stautes,) u[.f:\.‘
exist in the brains of the inventor=" X¢. She
adds— The most nuportant changes which
the missionaries hove effected wre, inducing the
nitives to go to church, und to wear Lonnets,”
But lest it should be thought that the mission-
aries had, after all, done & mite ot good, she
adds—and even of the latter, (wearing hon-
nets, ) they made o good speealation © for they
llll'l’l'l'lfl.‘n‘il them in Boston, at n shilling each
and sold them to the natives fur three and fve
dollars, imposing a fine on all females who did
not wear @ bonnet in chareh ™ She tells her
readers that, ns the result of thirty vears of
missionary labor among the Huawailans, the
people * have sunk into the position of sluves -
that, fined, imprisoned, whipped for disoledi.
ence, and stripped of evervthing they writhe,
“ and would doubtless rebel, but tor the fear of
being prayed to death by the missionaries”
They do, it seems, die from this cause ; and

with the vilest

It is no us

sngle convert

ing, “Oh! Superstition! thou friend of mis-
sionaries and terror of harbarians |

But for the forbearance of God, whom she
insults by these mulicions, slanderous  false-
hoods, she might tremble lest his anger should
seathe  her ot onee  Let me sny to her,
through your columng, a doy is coming, and it
miny be near at hand. when you will stand at
the bar of Erernal Justioe, and meet the chnrges
which here you made against them,  Let not
a moment he lost in re-examining these charges,
and ascertaining, a8 you surely will, their filse-
hood. Seek forgiveness of Him whose servints
wa are, and tell the world that you were gross.
ly deceived in makiog the statement contained
in your pamphlet.  Thus show that you have
the feclings of an honorable, truth-loving wo.
man.  May God in merey grant you genuine
repentance !’

But, Mr. Editor, I have not quite done with
this woman, who has so disgraced her sex by
writing so falss and malicious s pamphlet,
though, hut for the eause of holy Mvm, I
would not add another syllable.« After saying
that the men “ will not work,” and that “ they
are absolutely unable to perfiem hard labor
if they would ”—hoth of which statements are
absolutely and outrageously false——she donies
thut, under any form of government, they
would become valuuble wubjects.  She ndds—
“Whether eventually these islands should be
annexed to the United States, or hecome an
independent republic, the introduction of sla-
very is indispensable to their value,”  She pro-
nounces that, from the nature of the climate,
“ Slavery will*certainly exest eve many years be
possed " &e.

A straw indieates the current, my denr sir,
no loss than an important plank. Mrs. Parkoer
wis from Californin, and has returned thither.
I heard, just before | saw this pamphlet, from
i gentleman living at Honolulu, who said that
he supposed some of the passengers of the
Game Cock, who landed at the Islands last
autumn, eame down to see if they could estab-
lish slavery wmong us. It is ssid that they
broke open the mail on their way down, and
destroyed some of the contents.  The news of
tkeir intention reached us hefore they came,
nnd special moans wore used to frustrate their
designa.  They have mostly returned ; hut |
shall be happily disappointed, if either that
company, or some other equally desperate, in
not upon us o survey our fields, und plant the
vile institution of slavery, we are so near Culi-
fornin!  And do you not hear that in sume
way sluyery is likely to be introduced into that
country ! In God may we coufide always—to
Him look for aid at all times, T when we
turti away from His throne, all is dark and
sad.  The henrt sinks in  discouragement.
What may bo his purposes relative to the sys-
temn of sluvery, how soon apd in what way it
shall terminate, we cannot tell.  But of one
thing | am almost eortain,  Unless there is a
striking change among you at home on this
subjoct, so striking as to cnse the whole sys-
tem to be loathed nnd destroyed, slavery will
be introdiuced into Californin, und its mildewed
breath will wither the few green spots of that
gold-cursed land, and we shall hear again of
the monster  He will ereep over the Pucific
which separates us, and unless the meroy of
God provents, we shall feol his grusp, und seo
our people writhing in chains, God t that
I ma mistuken! but I solemnly believe
that we shall be called to engage in the strife
which is ulwnys conneoted with the detestable
aystem.  For one, 1 shall redouble my efforts
in the cause of Holy Freedom. Something [
have nll along done by my pen in relation to
slavery in my own country, and in other lands

to me foreign ; VOIce among my own
people in Mn:"tho evil, and exhorting

e called
, o o iny
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They come into
tipsy companions of their were

she coneludes this part of her story Ly exclaim- *




